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In a more stable element;
Nay, even our landscape, half the year morose.
Our practical horizon grimly pent.
Our air, sincere of ceremonious haze,
Forcing hard outlines mercilessly close.
Our social monotone of level days,

Might make our best seem banishment;
But it was nothing so ;

Haply his instinct might divine^
Beneath our drift of puritanic snow,

The marvel sensitive and fine
Of sanguinaria over-rash to blow
And trust its shyness to an air malign;
Well might he prize truth's warranty and pledge
In the grim outcrop of our granite edge,
Or Hebrew fervor flashing forth at need
In the gaunt sons of Calvin's iron breed,
As prompt to give as skilled to win and keep;
But, though such intuitions might not cheer,
Yet life was good to him, and, there or here,
With that sufficing joy, the day was never cheap ;
Thereto his mind was its own ample sphere,
And, like those buildings great that through the

year

Carry one temperature, his nature large
Made its own climate, nor could any marge
Traced by convention stay him from his benL:
He had a habitude of mountain air;
He brought wide outlook where he went.
And could on sunny uplands dwell
Of prospect sweeter than the pastures fair
High-hung of viny Neuf ch&tel;